The newspapers reported the rejuvenation of the old and
feeble varieties of bread grains., which plant breeders all over
the world had given up in despair ("as if new blood has been
infused into these varieties!"), that the yield of cotton had
been increased and that., according to all the data, cotton
will be grown in the Ukraine that will be in no way inferior
to that grown in Central Asia.
In connection with every item of news a name was men-
tioned:
Lysenko.
At that time., a friend of mine, a newspaper editor,, a little,
grey-haired man who had retained all the passionate ardour
of youth and was unable to imagine life and work without it,
asked me, waving the newspaper containing an item dealing
with the institute of which Lysenko was the director:
"Have you read The Island of Dr. Mot-caul"
Of course I had. In that story H. G. Wells told about
a certain surgeon, a genius in his art, who, shutting himself
of? from the world, altered living beings as tailors alter trou-
sers and coats. He created humanlike beings out of bulls,
pigs, hyenas, rabbits and pumas. Nature yielded to his knife
as clay yields to the potter's tool.
But, as the readers of this story know, Moreau's fantastic
island was never found. It was lost somewhere in the South
Pacific with its palms, the pearly ring of coral reefs and strange
inhabitants. The novelist spared neither the brilliant surgeon
nor his work. He tells us that the humans that Moreau had
created began more and more distinctly to reveal animal
features. The bipeds dropped on all fours, and they forgot the
words of the language the surgeon had taught them. The
cries of the jungle again awoke the echoes of the lost island,
one of the gloomy visions of the author of The Time
Machine.
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